David Foster Wallace, Writer, Artist, 
Teacher of Imagination, His Milieu 


Never met him but we 
overlapped in Claremont, 


college burg under Old Baldy. 
Ithaca with palms-and Vons. 


Once witnessed a half-hour 
discussion in the village re- 
garding locking a bike 


to a bench. Postures were sold. Loudest 
carrying male resonance. All of it be- 
reft of mother wit from any sex. My 


muffin, large, 
lasted throughout. 


Across Yale Avenue, 
bulletin boards ragged 


with rain-splotched messages 
and protest verse. Like 


the ones at namesake in New 
Haven, Broadway & York. Ah 


anyway, shit! For Hail 
such bookish towns 
of idea and passion! 


Hours pissed away! 
Just terrific! 


Few Profs stoned on Philosophy; 
students not requiring it. (This 


the Ship of Happy Fools you left, 
Professor Wallace.) And with 


enough punctured amours 
overall to fill infinities of hot 
air balloons against brilliant 
mashed-potato clouds! Gray- 


ing poets with romance 
in their pants. Punic Wars 
ripping English Departments. 


And Hurts! real and imagined, 
college-wide. From Civil 
Engineering to Modern Dance. 


Petty. Funny. But so what? Most not 
ground to corporate hamburger. 
Think that’s not an Ace? Wow! 


David Foster Wallace, rest, 
who extracted magic from 
the lives we rough out, plus 


academic messes. Thus, and so, 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
And close your eyes with holy dread, 


For he on honey-dew hath fed, 
And drunk the milk of Paradise. 


